barely looked at him, but she was all he had, and he cherished her so
much.

3

Frossia, walking down Nevsky Prospect one afternoon, ran into
Cherny, and vanquished her pride by asking him:

'Is there a job you think I could do?*

He was in such a hurry that he barely stopped. He measured her with
a glance she could not interpret, and said:

'Yes, at the Goelro . . . Typists are wanted there. Go if you like.
Tell them I have sent you,' and hurried away before she could murmur
her thanks.

So she was working once again, typing endless intricate technical
specifications; but in the flat at Moshkov Lane things were just the
same. One evening she carried a platter of broiled fish to the table and
said briefly: 'Come and eat,' and Michael came and ate, and then
produced a crumpled cigarette. She stared at the gold tip in silence. Ke
lit it very leisurely.

*I am tired/ Frossia said, annoyed at not being offered her share of
the cigarette. 'My eyes hurt. Let us turn the light out, shall we? The
Goelro was a bedlam. I never stopped typing from nine till three, nine
to three, Michael. And I hurried and spoilt so many sheets of paper, and
paper is scarce... I know I can't spell... Those things about electricity
are so hard to spell properly------*

He smoked on. He was not listening. *I am talking to a lovely doll,'
she thought angrily. He smoked and stared at an old coffee stain on the
red-checked cloth. She said for the third time: 'From nine to three,
Michael! Six hours without a stop! They gave me a bowl of rye gruel
after two. I ate it an hour later. It was cold and lumpy, but I left the
bowl clean. The Goelro is so alive... I like it better than that dim little
office at the Gossisdat. Nobody talks any sickening propaganda stuff.
It is all so practical and tremendous, though I find it muddling. I know
nothing about electricity/

'Yes,* said Michael.

'Shall we turn the light out? I told you my eyes were hurting
tonight/

'Well, you might wait until I have packed.'

'Till you have what?'

Tacked. Sorry, Frossia, but I can't stand much more of it. Now you
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